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one 


Author's Notes: 
theres not enough sebaxl out there. that's all i have to say 


When Sebastian Bach showed up at Alpine Valley some late Saturday evening, they told him a lot of things. 


They told him that the venue was packed, because Guns 'N Roses was the band of the decade and everybody 
who's anybody would be there. They told him that the beer was good and the girls were better; because Guns 
N' Roses didn't half ass anything — and recruiting pretty women, as it seemed, did not fall short on the list. 
They told him that the guys said Skid Row had some real potential, and that they should stick it out and talk 
to them, because the ones named Ax/ Rose and Duff McKagan were interested in whatever music-related 
manuscript Sebastian might be able to pawn off to them (to score extra brownie points, of course. Nothing like 


pulling shit out of your ass to make your band look bigger than it really is). 
They also told him Axl Rose was dangerous. 


But Sebastian Bach used to ride his bike without a helmet, so really, it's all relative. 


Axl was cool, real cool. 


He always wore these shades- well, he wore several, actually, but his favorite pair were probably the aviators 
with the cyan lenses; poised high on the bridge of his nose to hide his piercing eyes or propped up above them 
instead, nestled in choppy red bangs. 


He also smoked cigarettes with this stupid device that holds the stick for him - and Baz finds it so fucking 
dumb, becouse it is, because everything Axl did that was unjustifiable was dumb and over-the-top and 
completely mystifying in it's own right; but for reasons he can't explain, he found that he liked it.. very much 


So. 


Axl drank sodas more often than beers, which was odd, because Axl invited Baz out for drinks on a regular 
basis for no real reason other than the fact that he wanted to talk. He always drank whiskey then, or scotch. 
Real expensive brands that would make Baz double over in shock if it had been anyone else requesting his 


company, but it was fine, because it was Axi, and Axl always handled the tab every time they met up. 


He would peer at Baz from over the rims of his aviator glasses, venomous eyes scrutinizing as they chatted 
about anything and everything; letting Baz take the lead in picking conversation pieces because he was more 
content with listening than pitching in himself. He spoke in a voice smooth like honey, and the way he sat in his 
chair was like a king reclining on his throne made of ivory; legs splayed wide, hands resting over the tops of 


his thighs in a look of complete, utter relaxation. 
Baz didn't get it. He wasn't sure which was more stupefying. 
The fact that a reincarnated deity was sitting across a table from him, sipping leisurely at a can of Coke; or 


the fact that a reincarnated deity had taken an interest in him- for reasons he had yet to decipher- and was 
sitting across a table from him, sipping leisurely at a can of Coke. 


Regardless, he was there. Axl was there. Axl was watching him curiously, his lips lilting at the corners. 


"Well?" He had asked, pulling Sebastian's attention. 


they warned me about you 


"Shit, sorry. What was that?" 


"| asked if you were a fan of clubbing," Axl said, smiling in that infuriatingly attractive way he always did, 
“there's this place | think you'd really dig. Seems like it'd be your speed, maybe." 


And Baz liked clubs, of course, so he nodded animatedly and grinned when Axl chuckled at his enthusiasm, taking 


a swig of whatever overpriced booze Axl ordered for him and reveling in the way it warmed his insides like a 


lit match doused in kerosene. 


the one with the switchblade tongue 


"When did you wanna go?" 


"Whenever you feel like it," Axl murmured is his deep, diesel engine voice. "We could go right now, if that's 


alright with you." 
Everything regarding Axl was alright with him. 
"Yeah. Sounds bitchin’, man," he agreed quickly, jostling the ice in his glass, "sounds cool." 


Real cool. 


Baz was told that Axl was reserved; closed off and vindictive. He had been warned before their first meeting 
that Axl was the type to use and abuse- relationships came last in the hierarchy of his priorities, and getting 


too close was a very bad, no-good, terrible thing to do. 


Baz tried to keep this in mind. He'd been shadowing Axl for a few weeks since the night Skid Row was invited to 


be Guns’ opener, and it was hard not to like him- because he was a very likeable person 

It could have been the cropped shirt. 

It could have been the way he stole glances at him from the corners of his eyes, thinking Baz couldn't see it. 
There was a discrepancy between what Baz has been told, and what he's experienced after establishing some 
kind of common ground with the older singer; and he's unsure if it was his bias speaking, or maybe his 
hormones, but he found that he didn't care. He didn't want to care. 

Axl was fun. Axl was attractive. Axl was offering him a bump lined up neatly on a clean, silver platter. 
"Fancy this?" He asked, all smiles and soft, pretty hair. Baz had half a mind to touch it, but he knew better 


than to do something like that without asking first. He kept his hands to himself, but accepted the tray of 


drugs anyway. 


a wolf in sheep's clothing 


He railed it through a rolled up twenty. Pounded a couple more beers and started to feel real loose, real lucid 
Axl sat across from him again, with his legs opened wide and his palms laid flat over the knees of his acid 


wash jeans, and the smile he wore was sharper than Baz remembered it being; sending an involuntary tingle 


racing down the length of his spine. 


"How you feeling, sunshine?" Axl asked, still smiling, leaning forward just the slightest of amounts so that Baz 


could hear him over the din of the music. 

It surprised Baz how disinterested the women were in sitting on Axl's lap. Baz himself had to wave off at least 
a handful of them by now; though the drugs and liquor were making it hard to resist. Axl's piercing gaze kept 
him just shy of welcoming a pretty redhead onto the warm stretch of his legs, though; and it would have been 


easy- so easy- in his intoxicated stupor to close one eye and squint with the other, pretending it was him. 


"Good, man," Baz slurred, flashing Axl a dopey grin of his own. Whenever they partied together, he never felt 
better. 


"Cool." Axl shrugged curtly, taking a swig from the styrofoam cup in his hand. 


a menace to society 


Cool, Baz mused through the swirling thrum of cocaine and tequila. The edge to Axl's smile was gone again, but 


it had tattooed itself to the insides of Sebastian's eyelids; stark and prominent with every sluggish blink 


Real fucking cool. 


They met up a few months later after going cold turkey with communications. Guns was on tour, after all, and 


Baz had obligations with his own band in California. Thanks to Axl's generosity, Skid Row was on the rise. 

Axl called sometime in the afternoon, his voice as rich and comfortable as ever as it crackled through the 
studio phone's receiver. He offered another meet up somewhere- a prestigious coffee shop on the more 
upscale side of town. Baz didn't hesitate to accept the offer, setting aside his (admittedly important) day plan 
to make room for Axl. 

It's been a while. 

He'd missed him. 

Showing up to the restaurant was easy enough. Finding Axl located at the very back of it with his nose buried 
in one of the large, laminated menus was not. Thankfully, Baz was a tall motherfucker - and with height came 
the advantage of overseeing nearly everything within at least a hundred yards or so. Axl's head of flaming hair 
was distinguishable from the rest. 


"Heya, dude," he greeted as he settled down, readjusting his cool leather jacket. 


Axl shifted his menu a little bit in response, and when he lowered it to the table Baz noted that the older 


man's jacket was much cooler than his own. 


"Bach," came his reply, with a tone as smooth as smoke. Baz tried not to fidget when cold blue eyes sized him 
up a moment later, lingering blatantly on the low cut collar of his shitty second-hand t-shirt. "You look good." 


Baz laughed a little bewilderingly, adjusting the bracelets that hung loose on his wrists. It was hard to keep his 
eyes trained on Axl's, but he managed with a fair bit of effort. "Yeah?" 


"Yeah." 


And there it was. The cherubic grin Axl wore so well morphed for the slightest of seconds, curling at the 


edges of his lips like he had something dirty to tell; but no inclinations to tell it. 
Something stirred to life in Sebastian's chest, something needy and primal and fierce. 


He blinked a few times to dispel the strange urge to crawl over the table then, or perhaps even beneath it- 


skilled fingers threading through his hair, his name tumbling from deep within the redhead's chest 


"Irish coffee?" Axl suggested after a few beats of silence. Baz laughed awkwardly, shaking his head and ordering 
something with a few shots of espresso instead. 


He couldn't trust himself with alcohol. 

Not this soon, 

Not with Axl smiling at him like that, all regal and haughty and too tempting for words. 

They talked about nothing in particular, sometimes touching on the matters of their bands, sometimes touching 
on their personal lives at home. Skid was nowhere near as wide scale and infamous at Guns, but it still felt 
good to shoot the shit and drag Rachel through the mud with someone he could trust not to run their mouth, 
and for that he was grateful. 

At some point during their conversation, Axl's hands slid from the tabletop and out of immediate view. To 
anyone else, it might have slipped their focus - but not Baz. Baz was observant. Baz was always watching, and 


Axl knew that. 


"He did what, exactly?" Axl asked, feigning interest. Fingertips skated along the inside of Sebastian's knee, causing 
him to jerk out of reflex. 


"Uh," he swallowed, gaze flickering intently over Axl's features. Nothing but innocence greeted him, wide 


cerulean eyes and a small pout twisting the pretty shape of his mouth. "He ended up pissing in the sink." 


"Ah," Axl hummed, nodding solemnly in understanding. "Duff's done that more than once in the tour bus. He's 


puked in my shoes before, too, you know." 


Baz chuckled nervously, hiding behind his coffee cup. Axl's hand had taken to massaging further up on his thigh 
in the meantime, fingertips pressing into the soft skin and- 


digging them in, hard enough fo leave bruises, raking blunt nails down the pale flesh 


- pulling a slight shudder from his shoulders. 


Baz was not shy. He had never been shy. Axl was making him nervous, and his intentions were leaving him 


short of breath. 


Confusing. 


dangerous 


"It was nice catching up," Axl might have said somewhere in the midst of it all, though Baz wasn't sure - for 
once he wasn't paying attention His entire world was centered on the warm hand still spidering up his denim- 


clad leg, dipping into the apex of his hips, just dancing on the edge of his aching groin- 


minacious 


- and then pulling away, allowing Baz the ability to deflate like a tense, hair-brained, over-inflated balloon He 
sighed in relief, or maybe disappointment, and Axl's smile simmered down once more, melting into something 
much less salacious. 

Unimpeachable. Sinless. 


"You'll come watch us tonight, right?" 


Baz nodded after a moment of speechlessness, finishing the rest of his coffee. "Hell yeah," he said before he 


could think twice on the notion, "wouldn't miss it for the world" 


Axl's smile was genuine, but his eyes read trouble. 


"Cool," he replied casually with a slight nod of his head, though Baz couldn't help but make the observation that 


Perhaps Axl was more hot than cool. 


Six shots in and Baz doesn't know his left from his right. 


Its been forever and a fucking day since he'd last seen Guns N' Roses, and like always, the reunion was just as 


intense as it was batshit crazy. 

Baz liked to center himself in the middle of all the recklessness, of course, so that's where he stayed for a 
majority of the night. At some point, Slash might have spilled an entire pint of beer all down the front of his 
shirt, but he wasn't sure, because god- he was too fucked up to care; much less try and analyze the culprit. 
He did, however, make it to the bathroom without injury. He spent a good ten minutes or so trying to sop up 
the beer soaked into his clothes before he gave up in a fit of drunken petulance, and then he was stumbling 


back to room where all the narcotics and drinks and women were located; collapsing down onto one of the 


empty sofas with a flourish. 


He must have fallen asleep after that, because when he opened his eyes again the party was much less 


congested than it had been before - though he was still decently trashed, surprisingly enough. 
Baz groaned, sitting up. 
"Thank god!" Someone crowed from beside him, and he blinked a few times to get his blurry vision to focus. 


It was Duff. At least, he thought it was Duff. 


"Axl's been looking for you," maybe-Duff told him, "but when | came out here to help search, | honestly 
thought you might've up and died on the couch, man 


Baz giggled, rolling his head to squint slightly at Duff's fuzzy image. "Nah, this shit's too cheap to leave any 


lasting damage on me," he joked, earning himself a soft punch in the shoulder. 


"Suuure,” Duff said, sounding not one bit convinced, "just go check in with Axl, ‘kay? | think he's real worried 


about you." 


Worried? 

Confused, Baz gathered himself to his feet and and followed Guns' bassist down the unremarkable hallway, 
dodging a puddle of vomit and a few writhing bodies in his path. He thought he might have recognized one of 
them as Dave, maybe, but he wasn't sure, and he wasn't interested in doubling back to check. 


Whatever room Duff led him to, it was large and spacious and had a nice bed right in the center of it- 


But what was most appealing, however, was the god-like creature sprawled atop it with an arm folded beneath 


it's head; the very picture of perfection, if such a thing existed. 
It did, of course. And it's name was Axl Rose. 


"Baz," the older singer drawled, glancing over in his direction. His free hand was cradling that 


stupid, gaudy, over-the-top 


same cigarette holder he'd seen him hold countless times before, and he was smirking; wisps of toxic smog 


billowing out from the seams of his lips like a mean, angry dragon 
Perhaps, in another context, the image might've been more fitting. 


For the moment, though, it was almost hypnotic in a way. Baz smiled back with ease, leaning heavily against the 


door frame. 

"You're alive." 

"Just barely," Baz laughed, clutching the wall for support. "I'm hanging on, though. Wicked bash, like always." 
Axl's gaze never wavered. 


"C'mere, Bazy," he said quietly, stubbing out his cigarette in the nearest ash tray. Perplexed (and intrigued by 
the new pet name), Baz did as instructed. 


Just as he was about to kneel in front of the mattress, Axl's hand darted out to encircle his wrist; startling 


him slightly as his eyes snapped up in confusion Axl was watching him intently, his expression unreadable, and 


his hand- 


warm, strong, paler than his own 


- squeezed down firmly, drawing his attention fast. 

"Can | ask you something?" 

Baz blinked, nodding dumbly. 

"How long has it been?" 

At that, his eyebrows furrowed. "Since what?" 

"Since you've been looking at me like that." 

Ice raced through Sebastian's veins quicker than he would have expected considering how faded he felt at the 
time. His eyes widened comically, breath trapped in his throat- and while he spaced out in utter mortification 


Axl carried on with his easygoing smirk, his smug aura never once losing steam. 


Like he'd expected this. 


dangerous 


"You want to kiss me, don't you?" 


they warned me about you 


"Would it be bad if | said | do?" 

Axl's lips twitched in amusement. ‘It's only bad that you haven't yet" 

The rest happened so quickly, Baz wasn't sure if it even happened at all 

Like a floodgate being overrun, Baz couldn't have stopped himself if he even wanted to - months worth of 
yearning and longing and admiration wrapped up into one disastrous knot had finally unraveled itself at the 


slightest go-ahead; stunning Axl just as much as himself. 


He lurched forwards to connect their lips in a frantic kiss; careful to keep himself steady so that he didn't end 
up going ass over teakettle in his slightly dizzy state and crushing Axl by complete accident. 


Baz was also right in his assumption that Axl might have been cool at surface level, but underneath all his 


layers he was hot to the touch; burning up beneath his fingertips like the kindling to a flame. 


they said Id get burned 


Axl moaned and it was deep and hard like gravel; large hands darting out to pull Baz on top of himself. Baz 
clumsily followed the motion until he was straddling Axl's hips, gasping slightly at the tongue that pressed 
inside the slack seam of his lips without hesitation. 


When Baz reached for Axl's belt, Axl stilled his hand with another smirk and said, "Ah ah ah, not just yet. You 
first." 


see 
"No, the other guy in the room, what the hell, yes you. | want to watch you" 

Baz raised an eyebrow. "Watch?" 

"Yeah, | want to watch you undress. Believe me, if you'd ever seen yourself pull your shirt off on stage, you'd 


understand." Axl leaned back against the headboard and waved at the middle of the room. "We have all night, 
but I'm impatient. If | do it for you, it won't be nearly as fun" 


"Asshole," Baz laughed, climbing off the bed as his fingers reached for the hem of his beer-stained shirt. "I 
hope you're not expecting this to be sexy." 


"Uh, | am, and it is," Axl said. Baz chuckled again and let his shirt drop off his arms, feeling Axl's cool gaze on 
him as he exposed first his stomach, then his chest, then his shoulders. Baz toed his shoes and socks off, then 
reached for his belt as Axl reached into his pants, palming himself lazily, and Baz felt his cock twitch in 
response. His jeans pooled at his feet and he slid his thumbs under the waistband of his briefs. 

"Maybe | should make you wait all night," he said, cracking a small grin. 

"Mmm, you could" Axl said. "But | don't think you want to." 


Baz swallowed hard and pushed his briefs down, his cock popping free, hardening quickly under Axl's attention 


dangerous 


"Touch yourself,” Axl said, and Baz opened his mouth to argue but found he had nothing to say, and took 
himself in hand. " Yeah, like that. Faster. Get yourself nice and hard." 


"Axl," Baz said, half complaint and half moan. He felt raw, on display, a hot rush of mingled fear and arousal in 


his stomach. 


"C'mere," Axl said again, and Baz crawled gratefully across the bed. Axl straddled him, his mouth quirked in a 


grin under Baz's lips. 
"You like this?" Axl asked. "Doing what | tell you?" 


Instead of answering, because he couldn't, Baz just grabbed his shirt and pulled him down, kissed him hard and 
wet, his Tongue telling the whole story. 


"That's what | thought." Axl pinned his wrists to the mattress and sucked a mark into his neck, a mark Baz 
knew would be gone before morning. "Keep your hands here," Axl breathed into his ear, and Baz gripped the 
headboard and arched his back, desperate for contact, but Axl just pulled back, crouched between Baz's legs 
and stroked his own cock slowly. "Is this what you want?" 


"Ax," Baz said. 


"You're gonna have to say please," Axl said, smirking down at Baz and making quick work of his own clothes, 
leaving them in a pile on the floor and taking himself in hand again. 


"You're going to be waiting a long time," Baz said with another litte grin. 


"Maybe." Axl leaned forward until his cock jutted out in front of Baz's face, the head glistening with precome. 
"Maybe not" He stroked himself faster now, just out of Baz's reach. "I know you want me in your mouth. You 


just have to ask" 
Baz kept his lips clamped together. He didn't know shit. 


"Playing hard to get, huh?" Axl said, arching one perfectly shaped brow. "Okay, | can work with that." He 
reached down and toyed with Sebastian's ripple until he arched his back, and then he switched to the other, 


the sensation sending an ache directly to his groin. "Come on, honey. Don't you wanna suck my cock?" 


Baz groaned softly, clenching the headboard. He could so easily push himself up, take his hands off the 
headboard, shove Axl away - but why should he? Everyone else would have told him to take the first out 


possible and save himself while he still could, but maybe Baz was biased, because he couldn't. 

He didn't want to. 

He wasn't going to. 

"You want to," Axl whispered, his voice dropping lower and the tip of his cock pressing against Baz's wet lips. 
‘Ive seen the way you look at me, dont play fucking coy. You'll beg me for it eventually, and you know how | 
know that? It's because | know you, Baz. | know you want to do whatever | tell you to do. | know you want to 
beg for it-" 

And apparently Axl was right because Baz found himself blurting out, "Please, Ax," his hands gripping the 
headboard so hard that he thought he heard a crack, and then Axl was grinning like the cat that got the 


cream and easing forward, guiding his dick between Baz's lips and sliding in. Baz groaned in relief around his cock 


and Axl brushed his hair out of his eyes, his fingers light; almost caressing. 


dangerous 


"Shit, yeah- just like that," he said, the slow slide of his cock torturous on Baz's tongue. "Now touch yourself, 


| want you to come while | fuck your mouth." 
Jesus. 
Baz obeyed, taking himself in hand and stroking hard, his cock oversensitive in the cool air, Axl's hands gripping 


his hair as the tip of his cock hit the back of Baz's throat over and over. "What a long time coming, god- 
Christ, I've been thinking about your mouth for weeks-" 


dangerous 


And Baz moaned low in his chest as he fisted his own cock and came, lukewarm ribbons making a mess of his 
stomach, and Axl, that son of a bitch, Axl laughed and he thrusted once, twice, three times more, then pulled 
back and came across Baz's face. Baz shook through an aftershock he didn't know was coming as he licked his 
lips and tasted Axl on his tongue. 


Axl leaned down and kissed him a moment later, a soft swipe of lips. "You okay?" He asked, brushing Baz's hair 
out of his face and cupping his cheek. 


Fuck," Baz said breathlessly. 
Axl chuckled; he grabbed a shirt from off the floor (it was Baz's, that dick) and gently cleaned them both up 
as Baz lay back and tried to remember how to breathe. Axl was gentle, almost reverent, pressing kisses to the 


inside of Baz's thigh, along his ribs, right below his ear. 


"You have no idea," he murmured into Baz's neck, "how gorgeous you are when you let go," and before long he 


slung an arm over Baz's chest, promptly falling asleep. 


dangerous 


And Baz realized he didn't want to leave, didn't want to extract himself and find his clothes and sneak out back 
to where the party was still bumping. 


He just wanted to stay, and stay, and stay. 


That's where it started. 


This is where it ended. 


Sometime in December, Baz got a heads up from a friend that the band was back in Los Angeles to play 
another handful of shows. 


Not Skid Row. 


But Guns N' Roses. 
Baz was sick of hearing that name. He wasn't interested in partying with them again - at least, he'd told 


himself so, all those months ago. He told others that, too. He told his own band. He told his friends. People had 
come to realize that Baz was finally listening; finally understanding that Axl Rose was 


dangerous 


bad company to have. 


Truthfully, Baz was well aware of that. His problem wasn't the danger Axl presented him with. Rather, his 


problem was the danger within himself- because he was passionate, and exuberant, and fast to fall in love. 
He didn't want to fall in love with someone as dangerous as Axl Rose. 


But he was weak. His resolve had the density of a sheet of copy paper; so naturally, when Axl called him to 
meet up for another coffee (and he wasn't hyperventilating, or anticipating the call all day, no fucking way), he 
very begrudgingly said yes and put on his favorite band shirt (the one with the low cut collar) and his cool 


leather jacket and made the grueling trek to the more upscale side of town. 

Axl wasn't inside this time, hiding behind a menu. He was stood outside, cigarette resting precariously between 
his lips, with his way cooler leather jacket slung over his shoulders. His arms were crossed, and he looked like 
the coolest cat Baz had ever seen; sharp features feathered by a halo of auburn hair, jawline peppered by the 
barest hints of a beard. 


Angelic. Ethereal. 


so very, very dangerous 


"Baz," Axl said, flat and disdainful. Gone were the days of formalities or pleasant greetings. He was pissed, and it 
showed in the crease of his brows; the accelerated tap of his feet. 


"Hey man, it's been a while, huh?" Baz tried, only to cringe inwardly when Axl glared up at him over the rims 


of his cyan-tinted shades. 


"You haven't called me in for-fucking-ever. Just what the hell is your problem? | didn't take you for a ‘hit it 
and quit it kind of guy." 


Baz blinked owlishly, reeling back in shock. "A what?" 


Suddenly, a sharp finger was jabbing him right in the center of his slightly-exposed chest. "When | pulled you 
into the room that night, | wasn't expecting you to get cold feet. You have any idea how long I've been waiting 
for an opening like that?" 


And no, Baz really didn't have a single clue, so he remained quiet while Axl continued to glare and glare and call 


him a list of obscenities that would make even the most seasoned of sailors blush like virgins. 
He'd learned by now that Axl Rose was an enigma - he would say things he didn't necessarily mean. Baz kept 


this in mind as he let himself get drug through the ringer, shuffling his feet and clenching his teeth all the 


while. 


"I didn't know what you were going to think of me after everything went down," Baz told him when he finally 
stopped to catch his breath, "I was worried I'd fucked things up." 


Axt's lip curled, like he was genuinely disgusted. He flicked the filter of his finished cigarette onto the floor and 
ground it into the pavement with his heel, venomous eyes never leaving Baz's as he spat out another mean- 


spirited, "You're so fucking stupid" 


lm not the one wearing spandex pussy shorts in the middle of winter, Baz wanted to say, and he might have said 
it, too, if Axl hadn't pulled him into a biting, stinging kiss before he got the chance. 


The humor was found in the way Axl's dominance clashed with their height difference, forcing him to wrangle 
Baz by the ends of his hair and yank him down to his level. It Aur7, but Baz found that he liked it.. very much 


So. 


When they broke away for air, Axl was still holding onto him like he was leashing a disobedient dog, and the 
strangeness of it all had Baz chuckling, gripping a little harder at Axl's shoulders. 


"Does that tell you what | think of you yet, Bach?" He snapped, unamused by Baz's giggles. 
"That I've got a kissable face?" Baz asked. 


"Oh, for fuck's- that | lke you, shit-for-brains!" 


Baz quieted down, eyes sweeping over Axl's expression. 
Anger. Discontent. Irritation. 


Longing. Hurt. Vulnerability. 


he's dangerous 


"Like... you mean that you like like me?" 


Axl huffed. "What are you, a five-year-old?" 


its dangerous 


"And you weren't just trying to take advantage of me when | was oh-so intoxicated?" He teased. 


"I drank too," Axl deadpanned. "Don't even start, Bach, or | swear I'll drop kick you where you stand." 


dumb, over-the-top, completely mystifying 


Baz couldn't stop himself if he even wanted to. He lived life to the fullest - he was here for a good time, not a 


long time. 


Stepping closer into the redhead's space, Baz bent down to cradle Axis cheeks and drag him into another kiss; 
much less forceful this time, but with the same desperate kind of urgency. Axl stiffened against him, but 


eventually gave into it with a little coaxing from Baz's Tongue. 


It was everything he could have ever imagined it to be- nothing but raw emotion behind the gesture, no lust 


or alcohol to muddle their decisions. 


they warned me about you 


"Did you want to get coffee?" Axl asked when Baz had shifted from his lips to his throat, pressing tender 
kisses to the pale flesh. He sounded so much calmer, which was good, because Baz would much rather prefer 


to hear his praise versus his barbs and insults. 


the one with the switchblade tongue 


"It can wait," Baz smiled and kissed him again, unhurriedly this time, his lips a question that he thought he 
finally knew the answer to, and they'd told him Axl Rose dangerous, but Sebastian Bach had never loved 


anything that wasn't dangerous, so really, its all relative. 


